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compared with the normal convict diet. The pigs began to
get lean, while the lad grew fat and round as a butt, and the
commandant's lady suspected that the milk was surrepti-
tiously diverted from her animals. She therefore began to
carry the milk to the troughs herself, but, assured though she
now was that the food reached the pigs, they failed neverthe-
less to thrive.
It was on this day of Rashleigh's last punishment as a
miner that accident gave solution to the mystery. The
commandant, returning from his flagellations, was arrested
by an outcry in the pigsty and looked over the fence to see
what was wrong. There he saw someone lying full length
in the sty alternately lapping up the swill and keeping off
an angry sow with vigorous kicks. The commandant went
purple with anger, and raced off to the house, called for his
wife to come after him, and rushed back to the piggery. He
was so out of breath with exertion that, when his wife joined
him, he could only point at the prone figure of the young
thief, lying there still in oblivious enjoyment of his meal.
*Oh, you scoundrel!' screamed the lady, and, as the
detected lad raised his head, the commandant roared out
for a constable to fetch the scourgers.
In a very few minutes six men, carrying their cats and
triangles hastened to the spot. Jack, the culprit, was im-
mediately tied up.
*Give him a hundred!' roared the commandant. *HiT he
added, as the scourger prepared to lay on after having taken
off only the boy's frock, 'take off his shirt as well, damn you.'
He then ordered another flogger to stand behind the first,
with orders to lash the scourger if he did not do his duty
thoroughly. Jack endured the first four or five lashes with-
out wince or cry, and the commandant fairly danced with
rage.
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